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A DREAM BROKE1
As Nilus, sudden ebbing, here Doth leave a scale and a scale there, And somewhere else perhaps a fin, Which by his stay had fishes been: So dreams, which overflowing be. Departing leave half things, which we For their imperfectness can call But joys i' th' fin, or in the scale. If when her tears I haste to kiss They dry up, and deceive my bliss, May I not say the waters sink, And cheat my thirst when I would drink? If when her breasts I go to press. Instead of them I grasp her dress, May not I say the apples then Are set down and snatched up again? Sleep was not thus Death's brother meant; 5Twas made an ease, no punishment. As, then, that's finished by the sun Which Nile did only leave begun, My fancy shall run o'er sleep's themes, And so make up the web of dreams. In vain, fleet shades, ye do contest: Awaked howe'er, I'll think the rest.
1 Founded, of course, on the superstition that the mud of the Nile spontaneously engendered life.WILLIAM    CARTWRIGHT               i6l
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